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Part |: The Bandana-ing 


Author's Notes: 


The last story | wrote was in middle school and | got a call back home for a parent-teacher conference. 


Lexxi woke up with the strangest boner. 


With his palms pressed against warm skin, he pushed the sleeping groupie off of his naked body, and rolled her 
off of the sofa and onto the floor. Her tits smashed onto the carpet, wet with miscellaneous liquids and 
littered with pizza boxes, and *splat® went those boobies as they blood-sploded into a viscous mess of fatty 
tissue and silicone. 


Turning over onto his belly and mashing his face into his stanky pillow, Lexxi groaned as his strange boner 
rubbed against the zebra-striped, sperm-stained upholstery. There was only one thing on his mind: COCK. 
Specifically, Stix's COCK. 


The pillow muffled his frustrated grunts as those thoughts of COCK raced through his mind. Why Stix? Why 
not some bitchin’ boner for a fucking hot chick? Megan Fox looked pretty foxy. Not as foxy as himself, but 


rather foxy. He was willing to step down with a skanky Lindsay Lohan. Hell, even wrinkly old Pamela Anderson 
with her chicken thigh legs would be better. Wrinkly old Pamela Anderson with a veiny penis and hairy coconuts 
for balls. 


Anybody but the drummer..he was sweaty, smelled like a unfiltered man-juice, he didn't even wax his armpits! 


What kind of kawaii bishie-bro would have hairy pits? Not a very sugoi one, that's what. 


But that piercing ice-blue stare! That manly barrel chest! Those thick, muscular arms! Stix's body wasn't as 
defined as Satchel's, but he was definitely built. Built for PLEASURE. Lexxi closed his eyes and grazed his lower 
lip against his teeth, nuzzling the pillow with the bridge of his nose. 


He imagined Stix's arms, those tattooed beef logs, wrappped around his waist -- they'd probably wrap around 
like 4 times each, considering how fucken’ skinny he was. Those strong hands would grasp the back of his head 
tightly, thick fingers tangled in his sweaty locks, roughly shoving the blonde's head lower into his dangly man- 
parts. "Fuckin Stix." Lexxi mumbled lazily, pushing his now slightly soggy pillow underneath his body and slightly 
lifting his teeny lil booty into the air. 


The bassist absently-mindedly humped the poor pillow, hugging it against his bony-ass ribcage and rubbing his 
hard meat stick against the goose-feathery softness. God, all he wanted was Stix's salty semen shooter in his 
mouth, in his ass, in HM. Hoping to temporarily fill that need, Lexxi extended his left arm from beneath his 
pillow. His fingers crept onto his lips, the tip of his tongue peeking out from inbetween those soft pink-- 


Fuck. His fingers tasted like a witch's rancid tit drippings. 


Goddammit, hopefully he didn't get the clap from some rock slut again. Grimacing for a few seconds from the 
taste, Lexxi shoved four whole fucking fingers in his mouth regardless. He worked them nasty fingers deep into 
his throat, just like when he was barfing up after a meal to stay skinny and pretty! Except not as deep, he 
didn't want to barf while thinking about his masturbatory fantasy. Or, no actually? Maybe deeper? He'd like to 
think Stix's throbbing pants-goblin was pretty thick and juicy. Like a rare prime steak But maybe less bloody. 
But equally as delicious! He'd have to remember to go to an Outback's Steakhouse the next time the band was 
touring in Australia. In the meantime, he'd just shove his fingers in and out of his warm n’ wet mouth like he 


was a fucking martial arts master demonstrating proper power-jabbing movements. 


Choking himself on his own fingers and imagining a nice raw steak was getting Lexxi a bit too excited (cos who 
doesn't fucking love steak?), and at this point he was pretty much impaling the poor, squishy pillow with his 
flesh rapier. With every jab of his dong, every thrust of his hips, the couch made an unpleasant squeaky 
sound and a little bit of slobber got on the pilow. He didn't give a flaming fuck though, because steak and COCK. 


The blonde was so busy fucking his pillow that he didn't notice the sound of a van parking outside. He didn't 
notice the door creak open, and he didn't notice the heavy plodding of feet on carpet as his balls were ready to 
burst with homosexual longing. Lexxi took his hand out of his mouth and dug both hands into his pillow, the 
squeaking of the couch getting louder, faster.. 


And he spermed all over his pillow. Now the couch wasn't the only thing that was semen-soaked. 
Lexxi turned his head, and saw Stix, slack-jawed and with a furrowed brow, staring at his naked ass. 
"The fuck, dude. The fuck." 

Lexxi blushed and buried his face into his spermy pillow. 

"l-i~it's not like | like you or anything! S-stupid Stix-u.." 

"Dude, you're a fucking fruit-fag. You're not going with us to Costco today.” 


Stix turned around, and walked out of the room. Poor Lexxi was left with his sopping pillow. And his strange 


boner. 


Part 2: Emo-a-go-go 


Author's Notes: 
Nm sorry if you like any of the bands | mention 


“This'll show stupid Stix-sama just how | feel about him.." Lexxi whispered as he inserted his new CD purchase 
into the stereo system. 


90's industrial style drums tapped, backing the cheesy synth intro. Snapping plastic gloves onto his long, bony 
hands, the blonde grasped the tube of hair dye and squeezed the creamy white contents out. With both hands 
he jerked the tube up and down, violently milking every last drop out, as if he were ripping Stix's love rocket 


out from its socket. 


Finally it came (Not Stix's love rocket, mind you). 


"CRAWLLLLLLING INNNN MY SKINNNNNNNNNNN THESE WOUUUUUUUNDS THEY WILLLLLLL NOT HEEEE- 
000000000HHHHLLL" 


As he screamed along with the nasally vocals, Lexxi ripped the wig off of his head and dunked the tangled 
mass into the sink, kneading it into the dye. 


A day had passed since Stix rejected him for their grocery trip. Lexxi had lain in bed awake all night, aching, 
longing for Stix's one eyed trouser snake and free food samples at Costco. But the world was cruel, the world 
was malicious. No awkward handjob. No spicy artichoke dip. No grilled chicken thigh. Every lyric in the Linkin 


Park song was a mirror image of his life. No one but Linkin Park could understand his pain and suffering. 


Furious banging sounded from the door behind him. A distinctive scratchy voice, muffled through the door, 
hollered, "Keep it down, fag! We're tryna get some goddamned sleep in this goddamned house!" 


"SHUT UP SATCHEL, YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND ME AT ALL!" cried the little homo, his voice cracking with every 
word. "YOU CAN'T UNDERSTAND HOW HARD IT IS TO BE A TEENAGER IN THIS DAY AND AGE!!!" 


As further display of his wild, rebellious attitude, he cranked the volume up two whole steps, from 24 to 26. 


"Is that how it is, Lexxi? Huh? Is this how you want to live your life??? NO SAN DIEGO Z00 FOR YOU THIS 
WEEKEND, ASSTARD. Why'd we even invite you to our sleepover’...” 


The bassist dropped his wig into the sink, his hands shaking, and his eyes watering. First Costco.now the zoo? 
With mascara running down his amazingly sculpted cheekbones, Lexxi crumpled onto the tiled floor and mashed 


his face against his knees, his fleece Juicy Couture pajama pants soaking up his tears. 
Black tears. Black as his soul. 

Inspiration struck. 

Lexxi stood up, ejected the Linkin Park album, and slammed in another CD. 


He would play music as black and brutal as a thousand razor tipped dildos ramming into the anuses of viking 


men visiting the grimmest, most frostbitten gay bars of Norway. 
He would play Black Veil Brides. 


He grabbed his wig from the sink, and tossed the gooey, blackening mop on top of his buzzcut. "Michael's gotta 
have some eyeliner in here." muttered Lexxi as he pilfered through the medicine cabinet. Valtrex, valium, 
Vicodin, viagra.. ahhh, M.A.C. Pencil liner too, for easy smudging. 


Now for lipstick. Fire-engine red would be outstanding, the same shade as Gerard Way's hair. And the only band 
other than Black Veil Brides that could possibly come close to penetrating Lexxi's tormented soul was My 
Chemical romance. Handy-dandily, Michael had just that shade of red in his cabinet, and Lexxi was all too happy 
to rub-a-dub-dub the stick all over his mouth. Michael even had lip liner to go along with that shade of 
lipstick! And the cutest shade of baby blue eyeshadow and some absolutely lovely rouge and and and even 


crimson nail polish! 


"Man", Lexxi thought as he slapped on the cosmetics like a spastic toddler coloring with crayons, "Mike shoulda 
told me he had all this make-up lying around! We could have had makeovers while we watched Mean Girls 


Today!" 


Shitty metalcore echoed through the bathroom, and Lexxi turned his head towards the mirror to admire his 
work Racoon eyeliner smudged artistically at the edges, bright red clown lips..Golly, he looked just like Andy 


Ballsack on the cover of the CD case he was holding! Hell, he was even more beautifull 


If Stix-sama could see him now, that hottie hunk would see how deep and tormented he was! And being deep 


and tormented would make him totally kawaii. Maybe kawaii enuff 2 fuck! With a penis! 


A loud bang interrupted Lexxi's totally heterosexual thoughts, and the painted whore screamed like a soppy 


vag ina. 


In the mirror, he could see a familiar tattooed beef log had punched through the fucking door, and was jerkily 
reaching for the door knob. The blonde-turned-black-haired bassist ran to the door, and began sissy-slapping 


that chunky arm, crying with every girly wap. 
"NO NO NO no no no ohmygod don't come in GOD NO000" 


The arm retreated into the hole from whence it came. Lexxi stopped his whimpering and stared into the dark 


abyss. Did he ward off the creature? 


Fuck no motherfucker, because with a resounding snap, the entire house creaked as the door was ripped right 
off of its hinges. Lexxi screeched and scampered like a retarded deer, backing up towards the toilet. The door 
was flung right at his feet, and broke into a wooden chunks as he covered his face with his arms . 


A mist of wood chips and plaster hung in the air as Stix stepped through like a goddamned samurai warrior. 
Hunched over and breathing heavily, Stix glared at the stereo, still blasting Andy Ballsack's monotone vocals 
over dull guitar. Unblinking, he shifted focus to the gay whiner, staring him right in the eye. 


Lowering his arms, Lexxi could see that Stix's eyes were red and bloodshot. He could smell the wafting scent of 


weed. Goddammit, the other guys had smoked a bowl without him. 


There was more to worry about than lost mary jay at this moment though. Lexxi sucked in his cheeks and 
pouted, unsure of his feelings. If Stix played World of Warcraft, he would probably be a summoner. There was 


something monstrous rising in his heart-printed boxers. 


Stix continuted to stare into Lexxi's purdy blue peepers. With eyeliner and mascara melting into his cornea and 
strands of his disheveled black wig poking him in the eye , Lexxi squinted back, still giving a slutty trout-pout. 
Stix trudged foward with heavy steps, slowly grinning. 


| was wondering who the hell was blasting music all that whiny metal. | was expecting a l4 year old girl. But | 


found something even better! An ASIAN HOOKER” 


